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a little anxious at his own presence there. Shelter!
took a liking to him, partly from a fellow-feeling, and
partly because of the gentle smile with which he was
looking at his wife. Almost before he had said " How
do you do ? " he was plunged into a discussion on
Imperialism.

" Admitting all that," said Shelton, fcC what 1 hate is
the humbug with which we pride ourselves on benefit-
ing the whole world by our so-called civilising
methods."

The soldier turned his reasonable eyes.

" But is it humbug ? "

Sheltcn saw his argument in peril. If we really
thought it, was it humbug ?

He replied, however:

" Why should we, a small poitlon of the world's
population, assume that our standards are the proper
ones for every kind of race ? If it's not humbug, it's
sheer stupidity."

The soldier, without taking his hands out of his
pockets, but by a forward movement of his face show-
ing that he was both sincere and just, replied :

4C Well, it must be a good sort of stupidity ; it makes
us the nation that we are."

Shelton felt dazed. The conversation buzzed
around him; he heard the smiling prophet saying,
" Altruism, altruism," and in his voice a something
seemed to murmur : e Oh, I do so hope I make a good
impression!'

He looked at the soldier's clear-cut head with its
well-opened eyes, the tiny crow's-feet at their corners,
the conventional moustache; he envied the certainty
of the convictions lying under that well-parted
hair.